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LA  POUPEE: 

H  Social  Xcsson. 


By   marie    CORELLI, 


WV^'A  ','f)\  DMIRABLE  '' Poitpcc'' /  What  a  graceful,  gay,- 
v*r\.l,»  1' "J  .  \  good-humoured  Satire  you  are  upou  the  \vays  of  men! 
Vi^^^^"**^  An  unconscious  Satire  perchance, — but  nevertheless  a 
finished  one,  most  exquisitely  satirical  !  Your  would-be  purchaser  is 
a  good-looking  Noodle  \vlio  seeks  a  Dol',  but  finds — a  Woman  !  Is  not 
that  same  type  of  Noodle  ever^'where  in  Society  to-day? — seeking  to  Avcd 
some  feminine  Doll  who  \\'\\\  talk  only  when  his  Noodleship  bids, — sing, 
cry,  laugh,  complain,  smile,  frown,  dance,  quarrel,  or  make  love  only  at  his 
Noodleship's  pleasure?  And  oh,  what  amazement  and  confusion  in  the 
Noodle's  mind  when  the  Doll  he  thinks  he  has  married  tunis  out  to  be 
a  Woman  after  all  ! — a  Woman  who  can  think  and  feel,  and  whose  clever 
little  head  is  more  than  a  match  for  the  heads  of  ten   Noodles  ! 

Ah,  belle  Madame  ''''  La  Poiipcc^''  ! — your  delicious  little  social  lesson 
has  perhaps  been  lost  sight  of  in  the  swiftness  oi  action,  brilliancy  of 
expression,  and  enchanting  grace  of  your  movements  through  the  channing 
Play  which  bears  your  name  ; — yet  it  might  be  well  if  all  male  Noodles 
would  take  you  to  heart  somewhat  seriously,  and  learn  wisdom  out  of 
what  seems  the  lightest,  brightest  cffer\'escence  of  sparkling  folly.  "  Z^ 
Poupt'c  "  of  society,  with  her  scjftly  tinted  cheeks,  rosy  lips,  curling  hair, 
and  demurely  restrained  demeanour,  is  not  quite  such  a  doll  as  she 
sometimes  looks,  dear  Noodle!  Tlie  wavy,  flulTy  "  goldi  locks"  may 
cover  a   Brain, — the   dainty  silken   bodice,  with   its   delicate    '''' froit-froti  "   cf 
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lace  and  chiffon^  may  be  fastened  over  a  beating  Heart,  full  of  the 
strangest  and  most  complex  emotions  ;  and  when  you,  in  your  touching 
and  often  childish  male  arrogance,  imagine  you  have  secured  as  a  wife 
a  "  Doll  to  order,"  whose  charms  and  accomplishments  you  have  carefully 
considered,  approved,  and  learnt  by  rote,  you  may  suddenly  discover  that 
you  have  at  your  side  an  Enigma  instead, — that  beautiful,  living,  breathing, 
loving,  and  for  ever  incomprehensible  Sphinx  of  Life  called  Woman.  And 
when  you  have  once  made  this  discovery  you  will  pass  the  rest  of  your 
days  between  doubt  and  joy, — dread  and  delight  ; — your  strange  Possession 
wall  probably  do  exactly  what  you  would  never  have  expected  her  to  do  ; 
when  you  wish  her  to  sing,  she  will  w^eep, — and  when,  according  to  }-our 
ideas,  she  should  smile,  she  will  frown  !  Moreover,  if  you  venture  to  be 
too  familiar  or  troublesome  with  your  commands  or  caresses,  she  will  waltz 
away  from  you  altogether, — and  then  ?  What  will  you  do,  excellent 
Noodle  ?  Why,  waltz  after  her  of  course  ! — for  though  at  first  you  may, 
out  of  your  own  sheer  thick-headedness,  have  imagined  her  to  be  a  Doll, 
when  once  she  has  proved  herself  a  Woman,  you  can  never  do  without 
her!      And  for  the  rest? — Xothinsf — but  kisses, — and   Curtain! 
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'Sitddenlv  discoz'ct  that  you  have  at  y out  side  an  Enigma." 
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HEN   the   great   Hilarius 

Built   a   bride  to   match  his   daughtei. 
And   the  guileless  Novice   bought   her 
He  was   not   contented   thus ; 
Day   by  day  he  toiled   and   planned, 
And   success  his  toil  attended, 
Till  he  has  a   simply  splendid 
Stock  of  dolls  on   hand  I 
Dolls  that   speak   and   dolls  that   strike, 
Dolls   of  any   sort   you   like, 
Wait   the   buyer's   choice  to-day 
In   the   land   of    "La   Ponpee'' ! 

^^^^N   the   genial   Master's  shelves 
Je,,,™!         You  may   see   a   row  of  Kaisers 
Free  from   meddlesome   advisers 
Working   briskly    by  themselves ; 
With   a    zeal   that    never  tires 
Still   they   tick   and    click   and   clatter, 
Paint   and   drill   and    preach   and   flatter, 
(All    by   special   v/ires. > 
When   their  clamour   grov/s   too   shrill. 
Touch    a   knob,  and   all    is   still; 
That   is   the   convenient   way 
In   the    land   of    ''La   Fuitpie" ! 


OLITICIANS,   v/orked    by    springs, 
Promise  their   allegiance   liearty 
To   v/hatcver   sort   o,"    party. 
(If  you    pull   the   proper   strings.) 
Government   officials,  too, 
Say   with   wooden   iteration 
**Sir,  Nvc   have    no   information." 
(As   they're    dolls,   it's   lr::r,) 
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Demagogues   incessant   speak, 
If   you   wind   them   once   a   week; 
For  they   need    no   eight-hour  day 
In   the   land   cf    " /-"   Poiipii:"! 
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HERE    are    novelists   in   hosts, 
Writing  sadly,  writing  gaily; 
Each   can   do  a   volume  daily, 
And   without   the   help   of  Ghosts; 
Critics,  too,  with   wooden   head. 
Who,   in   tones   reverberating, 
Join    in    praising  or  in   slating 
Books  they   have   net   read 
In   the   happy   street   of  Fleet 
Such   a   kind   you   never  meet. 
But  there   is   a   whole   array 
In    the    land   of    "  Lu  Poupec"! 


HERE   are   actors,  who   from   men 
Do   not  very   greatly   differ; 
Though  their  gestures  may   be   stiffcr 
It   is  only  now^  and  tlien  I 
They   can   speak   a   lengthy  scene 
With    a   vigour   never  flagging,  -^ 

And    you   do   not   hear  of  "gagging" —     ""-^ 
Not    in   a   machine ! 
And   the   happy   hearer   knows 
Which   is  verse  and   which   is   prose 
When   they   act  a  Shakespeare  play 
In  the   land   of   "La  Pot<pee''! 


yl    F  you   want   to  give   a   ball, 

f  There   are    partner  dolls    in    plenty. 

All   from   twenty-five   to   tv/enty : 
Military,   fair,   and   tall. 
They   will   keep  the  waltzing   up 
For  as   long  as   you   can   v/ind    them, 
Economic   you  will   find    them, 
For  they   never   sup. 
But    I   must   not   tell  you   more 
Of   delightful   Dolldom's   store, 
Or   you   all    will   wish   to   stay 
In   the   land   of   "/-«   Poupn"'! 
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TEN    YEARS    LATER. 


BEING  A  LETTER  FROM  THE  REAL  DOLL,  NO.  84, 
TO  HER  FRIENDS  BEYOND  THE  FOOTLIGHTS. 

"  BUTTON   NO.  :    19,  WRITE," 


^%Sri^^- 
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Cr-r-rk  !  !        Cr-r  r-r-k  !  !  !        At    last 

they  have   turned   on   the  spring    which   enables  me 

to  write  !       I  have  waited  ten  long  years  (Stageland 

years)  for  the  opportunity  to  thank   you  for  coming 

to    see    La    Poiipcc^    and    to    say  how   sorry   I   am   that 

you  had  but  a  mere  glimpse  of  the  real  one — No.  84 — ■ 

after   all. 

Look   at   the  way  they  treated   me  !       I  was  com 
pelled  to  turn  my  back  on  you  !      I  was  not  allowed  to 
speak,    or  dance,   or  sing !      That  ]\Iinx  Alesia  had  all  the 
fun,   and   all  your  applause.        Poor  me  I    you  even  laughed 
when  she  broke  my  arm  ! — I  heard  you  do  it. 

I  have  my  own  theory  about  that  little  episode.  You 
see  I  was  younger  and  more  beautiful  than  Alesia.  Art 
always  improves  on  nature. 


The  paint  was  scarcely  dry  on  my  cheeks, 
— it  had  been  on  hers  at  least  eighteen 
}-ears  !  There  was  nothing  wrong  with 
my  mechanism  ;  she  often  had  a  cold, 
and  always  had  a  temper.  Over  and  over 
again  I  heard  her  confess  her  love  for 
Lancelot,  and  when  she  knew  that  he  in- 
tended to  offer  20,000  fr.  for  my  hand  (I  only 
cost  1000  fr.— but  no  matter),  she  instantly 
w^ent  for  me  and  dragged  my  whole  arm 
out  of  the  socket.  What  a  cat  !  She 
never  was  a  womanly  v/oman.  Nothing 
ever  melted  her! 

You  know  all  the  rest,  and  /  heard 
and  sav/  it  from  behind  the  scenes.  To 
be  under  repair,  while  your  rightful  lover 
gazes  with  rapture  at  your  rival,  and 
{inally  marries  her,  is  a  painful  experience 
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indeed.        Then,     too,     she     sang    all     my     songs, 
although    you    really    came    to    see    inc.       V\'as    it 
not  a  shame  ?       I  was  never  given  a  chance  to  show  what 
/  could  do.        Vet   her  dancing  was  curiously  untidy    and 
irregular,  and  as  to  her  eyes,   they  rolled  about  in  a  most 
horrible  fashion.       Mine  never  did  ! 

As  for  that  scene  in  the  monasten.-,  /  would  never 
have  entered  such  a  place  myself,  nor  ha\e  flung  my 
husband's  clothes  about  in  so  unseemly  a  fashion. 


C-rc-rc-rk  !     C-r-r-rk  !  !    C-r-r-rk  !  !  !      Something  is    evi- 
dently   wrong    with    my  works.       These  last   ten   years  have 
tried    me    sorelv.        Hilarius   gave    me    to    Alesia's    first  bov.    "^"■'^' 
J_,ancelot,   charmmg  as  ever,   insisted    on   keeping    me    m  the  my  works." 
drawine-room. 


me      into       an      old 
do  hope  she  will  have 


Of  course    Alesia  was  jealous. 
With  the  second        ^     boy   I  rose  to  the  nurserj'  ;    the  third  has  flung 

lumber-room.       I    can't    rise   any    higher,    so    I 
no  more   children.      This  boy  (No.  3)  has  actu- 
ally presented  me  to  his  puppy, 
after  beating  me  with  a  cricket- 
bat   and    setting  spring  No.    19 
at    "write"    by    his    violence. 
~i   have   at    least 
to     thank     him 
for  that. 

The  puppy 
licked  my  face. 
He  is  now  seriously  ill.  So  am  I.  I  wonder  wliich  of  us  will 
die  first?     C-r-r-rk!       I\Iy  springs  are  all  fast  breaking. 

Good-bye,  my  old  friends  !  It  seems  hard  to 
part  from  you,  though  I  have  seen  but  little  of  you 
in  the  j^ast.  That  wasn't  7;/_y  fault.  The  "Manage- 
ment" was  to  blame.  Still,  I  trust  that  you  will 
retain  a  pleasant  recollection  of  the  loves  of  Lancelot 
and  Alesia,  and  above  all  that  you  will  sometimes 
think  tenderly  of  the  silent  sorrows  of 

Yours  most   sincerely, 

La  Poupee,  No.  ii^. 


The  home  of  "La  Poupce." 
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